ONE FOOT IN THE GRAVE

even given up the beard which had once been so very
He now wore a grey Newgate frill like a Breton fisherman. Abbu$"t|i>
shoulders was an old evening cape, and as he came down the nars&jjtf
pitch-pine stairs, he managed to assume a trace of pomp; but the muscles
of his face, from the effects of strain, twitched spasmodically, and he
seemed on the point of tears.

He gave the doctor his left hand, because the right, which he con-
cealed behind his back, was shaking to and fro among the folds of the
cape.

"You're the only one," he said, "the only one, do you realize that,
Lartois, who has come to see me since I've been here? Schoudler will
not forget it when he has recovered his place in the world."

Still with his left hand he fumbled for his eye-glass which hung from
a ribbon of moire silk; it had a special gold mounting which he em-
bedded in the fat about his eye.

"It does me good to see you," he added.

"Well, my dear friend, come out and have luncheon with me," said
Lartois, forcing a smile to hide his embarrassment.

An expression of regret and anxiety crossed Noel Schoudler's
face,

"The fact is," he said, "I haven't warned them here and they're very
kind... Indeed, I told them that I had a guest today ... So I'd rather
not..."

"Splendid, splendid," replied Lartois, uneasier every minute.

The ex-Governor of the Bank of France led the Academician to the
dark dining-room, where the table-cloths were stained and napkins
knotted about the necks of the half-empty wine-bottles.

As he passed an old woman with a curiously thin face and enormous,
bulging eyes, Noel Schoudler said with a bow: "Good morning, Com-
tesse."

The old woman's terrifying face registered a smile in which there
lingered a memory, retained by herself alone, of ancient seduction.

"A Russian great lady; all her family were executed by the Bol-
sheviks," explained Noel Schoudler., whispering into Lartois's ear. "Per-
sonally I don't use my title here; I can see no point in it."

The stooping, shrunken old giant sat down, gazing round the walls
with their paper patterned in violet and yellow stripes.

"Yes," he went on, "I'm not uncomfortable here. You've seen the
garden, it's very pleasant; the air's good; and quite shortly, owing to
the fact that people are leaving, I shall be able to have that table over
there by the window. But of course all this is only temporary.**

When not actually talking he tended to leave his mouth hanging
open.

A waiter, his long wrists emerging from a dirty coat, came up to &e
table.
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